the Strand, where the publisher had his office. About seven-
thirty in the evening I returned. Later I went and returned by
bicycle haring down Maida Vale and through Hyde Park,
past posters that said 'Bleriot flies the Channel' or 'Sinking of
the Titanic9, and darting in and out of the traffic in emulation
of the evening newspaper runners, those trick-cyclists of the
streets in pre-war London.

My days I spent in typing letters, running messages, sticking
on stamps, running up to the storerooms where the books were
kept in brown paper packages on racks. The smell of those
dust-covered shelves is with me now. I had an hour for lunch,
but ten minutes was usually enough to eat a pork pie and then
I retired with three sticks of chocolate cream to a window ledge
on the top story of the publishing house, a vantage point among
the chimney pots with a glimpse of the Strand where I was for a
moment captain of my soul. All the contents of the dusty racks
were at my disposal. I followed Napoleon to Moscow, Murat
to Pozzo and Bernadotte to Sweden; I went with Scott to the
South Pole, shared his despair at finding that Amundsen had
got there first, and I went out into the snow with Gates; I sailed
in the Cutty Sark and walked with Brummel along Haymarket,
jibing at his fat friend; I was besieged in Ladysmith, but never
lost my faith in Bobs, whom I had seen cutting down mutineers
in India; I communed with Shakespeare, St. Francis of Assisi
and Borrow; Anthony Hope took me to tea with Miss Dolly and j
I marvelled at their gift of idle repartee. Taking books at
random from the shelves, my mind consumed a prodigious
literary Irish Stew.

^Vhen the clock struck two I had to leave this brave world
with its spacious horizon and climb down from my crow's nest
to a nether world of endless boredom. The minutes trailed by
on leaden feet until six o'clock. Opening letters, typing letters,
dosing letters, sticking stamps on letters.  I loathed it and,
continually reproached, I had an ineradicable feeling of guilt !
about myself. The manager had the same effect on me as the i
donnme at Southern!, although he looked quite different, with